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A FIELD DA,Y. 

“© In common with other great military authorilies, Poor Pa has been very greatly concerned at the reported ‘ Decline of Volunteering.’ Determined that at 
anyrate the Mildew Court Rifles should not lay themselves open to a charge of inefficiency, Dad, who, as you know, is colonel, gave orders for a yrand inspection 
in Battersea Park, Unfortunately for the success of the ceremony only three members of the corps turned up, and Poor Pa’s command to ‘form fours’ seemed 
to muddle them altogether. They certainly looked as if they would be more useful in attacking a pub. than anything else.”?—Tootste. 


A DELICATE POINT—YET WORTH CONSIDERATION. SANDFORD AND MERTON CONE WRONG. 


“Oscek Harry was caught twirling a cockehafer round 
which he had fastened by a crooked pin to a long piece of 
thread; but this was through ignorance and want of 
thought ; fur as soon as his father told him that the poor 
helpless insect felt as much or more than he would do were 
a knife thrust through his hand, he burst into tears and 
took the poor insect home, where he fed him during a fort- 
night on fresh leaves ; and, when perfectly recovered, he 
turned him out to liberty and fresh air, Ever since that 
time Harry has been so careful and considerate that he 
would step out of the way for fear of hurting « worm.” 
We have been quoting above from “The History of \ 
Sandford and Merton,” a book for boys, whieh for many 
years enjoyed great popularity with our great grandfathers 
when they were young, and of which Mr. Frank C. Bur- 
nand, the witty editor of Lunch, has written a capital 
parody, } 
We now add a short history of the author quoted—Mr. t 
Thomas Day. Day was born in Welclose Square in’ 1748, + 
His father, who was employed in the Custom House, was 
able to leave him a fortune of twelve hundred a year. He 


was educated at the Charterhouse and at Oxford University, ‘ 
and spent some time in France, where, * with all the enthu- J 
Tramp, In toll as ‘ow you're «a madgistrate, sir. “Yer see, my ‘ole dutch,’ ‘Liza, ‘ere, ‘as taken it inter tor®eud as she's a ‘noo woman,’ an’ insixte elas of youth, he Tee ved the ( ) new philosophy of * 
1 ‘Il T want to arsk yer advice on a mutter of wital on goin’ about like this! What I want ter know is—Jo Jace to take out a lie-nee Jor ‘er, or ts she stut education, condemning old systems as wholly vicious, and 
Wportauce, exempt as a necessary domestic hanimal ¢" believing that no perfection of character was unobtainable P 
°?.: a 
na @ 
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under Rousecau’s. whose ideal was a cross between the Red Indian 
and the Spartan.” 

Having mad. up his mind that he ought to get married, Mr. 
Thomas Day went to work very systematically, with the full deter- 
mination that his wife should be modelled in accordance with the 
teachings of the great philosovher, He therefore went to an 
asylum for orphans at Shrewsbury and carefully selected a fair- 
haired girl of twelve, whom he 2e-named Sabrina Sidney, then to 
the Foundling Hospital, where he selected ancther, and called her 
Lucretia, (It is uot stated what they were called before he dawned 
upon the scene.) 

When taking charge of these two girls he gave an undertaking 
that he would within a year place one of them with a respectable 
tradesman and pay down £100 to bind her apprentice and main- 
tain her; if she turned out well until she married or commenced 
business, in either of which cases he would advance £500, 

With Lucretia nud Sabrina he started for France in order, as he 
said, that he might discover and discipline their characters. Heand 
his fair charges, however, quarrelled after a very short time. Next 
they caught the siell-pox. and he had to nurse them night and 
day ; and presently he was glad to get Lucretia off his hands by 
apprenticing her tos iilliner on Ludgate Hill, 

She was subsequently married to a linendraper doing a good 
business, and Day presented her with the cowry of £500 he had 
promised, 

“Poor Sabrina wus reserved for further trial, but by no means 
could she qualify tor the future Mrs. Day, Against the sense of 
pain and danger no discipline could fortify her.” 

“When Day dropped meiting sealing-wae on her arma she 
flinched; and when he fired pistols at her garments she started 
and sercamed.” 

When he tried her fidelity, by telling her pretended secrets, she 
divulged them in gossip with the servants, At last she quite wore 
out the poor man’s patience “ by wearing thin sieeves for ornament 
instead of warmth when out on a visit.” 

He sent her to a boardinz-school, kept her there for three years, 
and gave her five hundred pounds on her marriage to a barrister, 
and when she became a widow with two boys he pensioned her 
with £30 per annum, 

At length poor Mr. Day, failing to educate a wife after his own 
fashion, wax content, in 1788, to marry a lady whose opinions 
nearly coincided with his own, and who was willing to abjure all 
vanities in dress. 

This eecentric gentleman was killed in 1789 by a kick froma 
young horse he was trying to train ona new method, 

(Newt week,“ A ‘Birth.”) 
——————— 
BAK GARDNIN. 
The Gurl is doom. We are sory, but she av brort it on erselff ! 
(nex weak, “ Her dvom,”) 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
; dents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned 
°” et ig ies a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Don't you sce, ADMIBER, that they Both are by the self-same 
man? So, we haven't, H.8. LEWIS; But will pind it if we can. 
Years ago we did, MCGREGOR Many thanks for letter, CHIEF. 
Yes, we wish he would, ADOLPHUS ; It would be a great relicf. 
aren't any space at present ; Thank you all the same, ¥.J, Far 
tuo long for us, H. DURWARD. Sorry that we can't, 8. DAY. Any 
time you like, MARCELLA, They are always to be acen. That's the 
sort of thing, A SPORTSMAN, On which ALLY'S very keen, 
—=—— 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—#£150— 


Will be paid to the next-ol-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall sg (34 to meet 
with his or her death in'a Itailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United iy. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Howiwar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL¥-Horipay” ts published throughout the 
United ‘Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eepiring at 9 o'clock the 
folloncing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Tempus—Two o'clock in the morning. 
4 Wife (from the landing). Isn't it nearly time you came to bed, 
enry! 
Husband, We are having 1 dhouch an dhoris, my dear. 
Wife. Surely, that will keep until to-morrow. 
Husband. Vm afraid the seltzer would get rather flat. 
es 


s 
Lord Horsey, Er—1—er—hardly know how to put it—er—but 1 
should awfully like to run in double harness with you, 
Lady Kitty. Vve no objection, 'm sure; but it'll have to be 
tandem—I must be the leader, 
ot 


s 
YE cript ma hand, ma trusty fiere, 
Whom Ah had na seen for nine 
Lang lanesome year, an’ meikle beer 
Ye stude, an’ meikle wine. 
But the de’il a word ve drapt tae me-— 
O' the thocht that aye was mine— 
O' the fi'-p'un’-note Ah lent tae thee 
In the days o’ auld lang syne! 
ss 


* 
In the Club Smoking-room, 

Joskyns, Here's another case of a fellow coming home tight and 
pete his wife and mother-in-law about. He ought to be 
hanged. 

Penhecker, That would be no punishment at all. It would put 
hin out of his misery. + 


Tourist, And what might your name be? 

Old Inhahitant. My name's Shakes tare. 

Jourist, Humph! seems as though I've heard that name before. 

Old Inhabitant. Well, considerin’ as how I've kept that there 
beer shop for over forty year, I shud think you oughter, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. $99.—The * Millwall Woman Stevedore” Costume, 


(who has asked old gent to knock 
sor bin). Ha, ha! I don’t live there ! LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG. 
You'll catch it! Any purt in a storm, 


Swell, Aw—do you—aw—ever smash many glasecs ? 
Barmaid, No; ‘but I mash any number of asses. 


Dear me! it’s 
at a football ; 


(2) Great snakes! Here, call the 
doctor or the ambul or some- 
thing, and take me home to die! 


BEL 


1) Old Bl 
ears since I had a 
‘a nee if I can—— 


(Saturday, October 19, 1895, 


Nerveous Patient. T onestly, doctor, 

ig Ferrey pre ni ly, » What is your opiniv, 

Doctor (very sternly). From e exhaustive diagn 

have I to that 

nem al condition of health my opinion is that 

G 5 

tas to make ny oul? or oh, lor ! #0 bad as that! Shall I hay,. 

s 


“Bur have you had any previous experience 8 

tn, yp-to-itesletor ofthe applicant form ceri. =" 

ment less than a year ago.’ es Got six months for embe |. 
s 


: 818 Which l 
you are in ‘ 


Maud. Charley tells me you’ Sih V5 
wnenns 40 marry Bobby tio broken it off with him, and 
. pet bode ros see, Poor ay tlagi & very nice boy. but jy, 
10 ear i vt, Me's 
ume _ and things wouldn't by... 
s 
THE sportsman longs for tne Lan 
The er fas or he ranag have, 
e cyc or 2 
Bans atof pple: oot ete 
e long, longin, i 
oy ngs cise fike an carth melita oo 
8 the bacchanal's longin, y 
On a Sunday afternoon ar one ocneek 
Sentimental Wife. Ah, John, what is th i 
catia Bi ice H me hy, old eee 
é ubby. Hum—ha—w! 
say, dear. °° seomenveers, Tthiek | should 


Busy Bill. Wot oh, Mike! ‘ow goes it, c a ' 
os hit er'd bin robbin’ a rort'ron 3 it, cully ?—yer look as appr 
ouching Mike. Better lay than that, me pai. ner 
formance at the Fin-de- Cycle whenyter’ yer Boo eet fet 
es door with the crowd since the morning, and manager sends 01; 
reakfast, dinner and ten, with ‘is compliments. Blows meself ou: 
a treat, an’ slings me bloumin’ ‘ook just afore the doors open, 


Twig? es 
* 


H1e. Mrs, Vavaeour seems to be a very much courted 
She (a rival beauty) Oh, she is; her poor dressmakere will tcl 
you they can't get their money any other way. 


“SCHOLARS, statesmen, soldiers—we are tock: ‘i 
them,” remarked the lengthy-locked one dees “hae 
world a ere a ee for . peal “ Yes, a padded room,” 
respon e end. nd once again th FOWS 
friendship were for ever shattered. ein Se maemo TEA 


Brown, Mornin’. ae day ‘this for the pheasants. 
Simple, So 1 should think ; I’ve been after ‘em for the last three 
hours and hav'n’t shot one. *,* 


Mrs. Gossippe. Your husband seems to get through a lot of 
money, my dear. 
ee wey Well, yes ; but, you see, he has such a large hole in 

® pocket. 

‘rs. Gossippe. Then why on earth don't you sew it up, my dear! 

Mrs. Bridy. He wouldn't be able to get his hand in if I did. 


s 
Timms. What do you say, pork in any form is highly dangeron 
eating? Oh, nonsense! I always have bacon for iy breakfa-t 
every day of my life. 
Simms. Really, then you're a rasher man than I thought. 
[And the other dealt him a good hard knock, 


In knowledge pharmaceutical 
No chemist rivals Brown ; 
His theories therapeutical 
Are unsu in town. 
But, with all his skill unthinkable, 
He cannot find for me 
An eatable or a drinkable 
From the merry microbe free ! 


_ioceres (with a sigh). Ah, well, contentment is better than 
riches. 

Dives. That's all very well in theory, but how are you going t» 
get contentment without money im v 


s . 
First Fair Scandalmonger. Fast? I should think she was, ms 
dear—fast as lightning, if you'll believe me. : 
Second Fuir Scandalmonger. Ah, just 80, love ; I always su! 
she was a bit flashy. ee 


Snipper. Well, when I get married I shall want a woman who is 
easily pleased 

Snap, 
assu 

a 

Mistress (instructing new slacey). And remember, now, Jar. 
we breakfast punctually at eight-thirt > , 

Jane. Very well, mum, I ain't a hearly riser myself, but don talter 
it on my account ; any little thing you like to save me, you know— 
a cutlet hor a kidney, with a hegg or so—will do for me; J aint 
in nowise partic’lar. *° 


“Now, here,” remarked the occasional contributor, with 9 et 
satisfied smirk, “is a little thing 1 have just polished eé!. 
“H'm!” said the chief, as he handed back the MS., “ better <0 
home now to polish it up.” *.* 


He (bitterly). 1 wonder how it is some women are 60 cold- 
here! » 


She (in a muslin blouse, absent-mindedly). Because they went *° 
little over it to keep it warm, I presume. 


First City Man, 1 wonder if it is true that Jones has come 1! 
a big fortune ? ; oS 

Sccond City Man. 1 shouldn't wonder. I met him just had ie 
a shocking bad hat, and a dirty old coat, that he wouldn't ha 
dared to be seen in unless that ne haa got money. 


st 4 
r. If you ever do get married, old man, you may ret 
that you will havea wife who is casily pleased. 


AND now the sombre season’s here 
When the father of the family .. 
(Though from those seaside exes. clear 
Which made him cuss so dhammily,) 
Yet feels his spirits dwindling low, 
As he sternly, sadly summeth 
The approximate amount he ll owe 
When next his gas-bill cometh. 
ss om 


The Captain, Haw, ¥a-as, one can usually tell a—haw—milita"™! 


man by his—haw—bearwing, don'tcherknow? ere. 
His Porton: Yes, I agree with you—his overbearing swazt‘ Re 
ss 


s 
District Visitor (who docan't know angthé 
Mee Chingy oh livel 
rs. r—he seems very lively. ‘ ies 
Mra. Chiggs. Well, yes, he isa bit chat way still, Miss ; but. ! 
nothing like so bad as he was afore we used Keating's. 


Revolted Davghter No.1. Isn't your mother coming in to 


with us? ein lt 
Revolted Daughter No, 2, No, not to-night; the ie Hac) 
been compelled to punish her by sending her to bed ear 


sl 
actually found her reading one of my most advanced novels. * 


ought to be ashamed of herself at her age. 


ing about dogs, br 
). Oh! and so this is your doggie, ! supr'™ 


supe? 


Satu 
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BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 57.—THE County TERRACE TAVERN GIRL. 


THE fond philatelist 
has long 
— ruthlessly rejec- 


D, 
The mania once so fierce 


collecting. 
%) The autograph-admirer 


¢ No famous man's 
wn handwriting ; 
'$ The angling crank no 
Ss longer raves 
O'er streamside sport 
exciting. 
The antiquarian grubs 
no more 
For bones in cairn or 
cavern ; 
A pretty face has be- 
witched these four 
At the County Ter- 
race Tavern ! 


. 


The epicure has ceased to find 
No joy in life but feeding ; 
e bookworm grows not dumb and blind, 
While vile old volumes reading. 
No bliss the Thes knows 
In first-night plays attending ; 
No pride the football-follower shows 
Iu football-tieldward wending. 
The love-smit smuggler fails to dive 
With spoil into his cavern ; 
A pat ed has bewitched these five 
At the County Terrace Tavern! 


—_—_——~————— 


TOOTSIE AT THE ADELPHI. 


—— 


Panis is much further away from London than New York is! 

Everybody seems to know all about New York. We have 
niupted its gar- 
bled English, We 
degrade our noble 
crown piece bi 
the name of dol- 
lar. Some of us 
even swallow 
blue- points and 
yet survive. 

But Paris! Far 

away, impossible 
Paris! Who 
knows anything 
of that distant 
town—of its ways 
and manners, its 
people, literatui 
food and drinks 
Gireat critics 
adapt French 
plays. Other 
great critics crit- 
icise the English 
versions with due 
solemnity, and 
say what is right 
and wrong, prob- 
able, or wholly 
absurd, 
A few weeks 
ago Mr. Clement 
Scott and Mr. 
Brandon Thomas 
adapted Le 
Maitre d’Armes for the English stage, and much discussion 
arose with regard to the fencing scene in the law court. 
Some critics thought it to be an incident that could never have 
occurred in any court,and Mr. Scott owned that it was improbable, 
but the French authors wrote to him to say that such a case had 
really occurred, and had been recorded in the Cawses Celébres, but 
did not, I believe, give any name. The truth is, I think, this: 

The fencing lesson did not take place in a law court but before 
the Conseil de Guerre at Lg ty a 1855, when Lieu- 
tenant Louis Charles Edouard élmy de Mercy was charged 
with the murder of sous-lieutenant Rozier. The most celebrated 
prefenrer @'éserime at that period in France, M. Grisier, exhibited 

is skill and explained how the accident might have happened. 
De Mercy was, however, degraded and imprisoned. 

I should not, myself, have ——— that Zhe Swordsman’s 
Duxghter was quite an Adelphi piece, but it seems to be so far, and 
has been drawing big houses, It is, undoubtedly, in many respects a 
Very fine piece, and contains a ety of scenery and situation. 
The acting, too, is extremely good. Mr. William Terriss, so long 
associated with the briny, breezy boy who loves a lass, is this time 
4 father—not a heavy one, mind you, but a lytic, and very 
ably does he take on and shake off the complaint. Miss Millward 
is Mr. Terriss the swordsman’s daughter with a “past,” and an 

encumbrance” out at nurse. Mr. Abingdon is the bad man as 
hg and a very good bad man too. Mr. Harry Nicholls, since 
the first night, has got a good lot more fun into his part; 

and how admirably 
he speaks! You 
don't miss a word. 

Of Mr. Charles 
Fulton's acting | 
Lt tla 

igh praise, and | do 
my best when I say 
he acts. Messrs. 
Compton Coutts, A. 
W. Fitzgerald, and 
Mr. Skeen come to 
the front. The cos- 
tumes, ae by 
Mr. Morris Angel, 
are, as usual, in very 


Baron de Chantoisel : 
HARRY NICHOLLS. 


Vibrae: 
WILLIAM TERRISS. 


You must not, if 
vou can help it, neg- 
lect to go to see the 
piece, for the acting 
of Mr. William Ter- 
riss, in the scene 
where he recovers 
from his attack of 
paralysis, is simply 
magnificent. 

Among the wishy- 
A washy stuff, the sub- 

dued strength (good 
old strength) and 
casual observations 
Bese directed tu nobody 
particular with the speaker's back turned towards you, the voice- 
Spbers and mumblers, what a relief it is to be awakened, to 

": nide tu quiver and catch one’s breath—to see such an artistic 
triumph as this! 


, Jean Olaan: 
CHARLES PULTON, 


Madeleine : 
Miss MILLWARD. 
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4SK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S Plhhs 


PRICE 91° PER BOX (s0 PILLS). 


LOPER’S PILLS ARE MADE Mt 
S) OF EMINENT PHYSICIAN RAGTISHN IN ae 
v OF LONDON, and will be found invaluab!s in cases of Liver 
Complaint, Indigestion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, 5! 
Desig. Dien cbse — Heatsobe, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, Pimples, 
all Female Complaints, te. ama ee 


by ka bl, nt teh, ta bth Wek bk bd ban bat bee Lat tee te eyes gr ser 


| SPLENDID FOR LIVER COMPLAINT. 
Belfast Linen Warehouse, John William Street, 
Huddersfield, September 11th, 1895. 
GENTLEMEN,— Be qood enough to send by return 
another box of your Bloper’s Pills, for whieh J en- 
close Dd. in stamps. 1am very pleased to tell you I 


hare received great bencjit from them for Liver Com- 
: Cased in fact me and mine have all derived great 


nesit from them, Lam, yours very reapectfully, 
JAMES HEALEY. 


A ELS NT 
1F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 91°- IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN 24 CO., 


8®@ SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, 
And a Box will be sent immediately. 


E.C., 


LAST WORDS. 

MANY, many were the sacrifices he had made in order, as he 
thought, to win the cold, steel-like heart of Adelina Suftmare. 
Other girls he had rashly given up to please her; also whisky, 
many dear companions, penny nap and reading sporting newspapers. 
Certainly his position had improved with his regularity, and now, 
upon a slight point of economy they were patting for ever. She 
wanted to live in a grand house at Goose Green, at an annual rental 
of £26. He had his eye ona more suitable villa at Gospel Oak, at 
£22. She said some men seemed to think rour pounds was all the 
world. He replied that a girl who really loved a man would study 
his post-office savings bank account and——well that’s how the 
whole bother started. It was a “tight to a finish,” and at last, 
seizing his hat, he bade her good-bye for ever, 

* Remember, Adelina,” he said bitterly, with his right hand on 
the door-handle, “once I am outside this portal ‘tis useless to 
attempt to call me back. When I go. I go for ever!” 

“Oh, may dont excite yourself, Mr. Gelatinkins,” replied the 
girl, sardoni ily, “ J shall not call you back. Remember, there's 
an old saying, there's just as good fish in the sea!” 

“Very, very true. Adelina,” he almost hissed as he turned upon 
ped et but remember this: they don't bite when the bait's 

eo stale 

As the door clused behind him the wretched girl swooned upon 
the saddlebag sofa. His cruel thrust had struck home, she had 
used Madaine Fakemuy)’'s Arsenical Enameline for years, and Henry 
knew it as he'd frequently been with her when she bought it. 

This is a bleary world ! 

(a eeeeeeniaacaeennnenananne 


TIT FOR TAT. 

HE'D been brought up as a gentleman—Eton and Oxford and all 
that—but now he was in miserable straits ; compared to such a 
alae as he, the church mouse of the fable was a regular Barney 

Barnato. In this dilemma, and with the “festive season " frown. 
| in the future, he bethought himself of investing ina fourpenny- 
halfpenny box of moist colours and designing Christmas cards. 

“There, sir,” he said proudly to the publisher of such wares, to 
whom he had secured an introduction, “tell me if you don’t think 
these designs take the bun for originality?” 

“1 must admit that they do,” replied the hard-hearted publisher. 
“ Take this one, for instance ; you've painted an angel wearing a 
sky-blue sash. Did you ever see an angel with a sky-blue sash?” 

ven to desperation the young artist thundered - 

“ Certainly, you tow-haired ignoramus! Did you ever see one 
without ?” 

It was a daring challenge, but fortune favours the bold, and ‘ere 
he left that publisher he’d taken commissions for angels with rain- 
bow streamers, and cupids with ankle-strapped ballet shoes ! 


_—— 


POOR BEGGARS. 
THE Editor has a wise, wise brain, 
And all the world doth know it, 
While of lunatics the most insane 
Is the imbecile Spring Poet. 


But the bards so vex the noble band 
Of editors—so rile ‘em 

That the editors are first to land 
In the lunatic asylum ! 


ee 


THE DAWN OF LOVE. 

HE was only a poor Be WAIMERE man, and she was a second-class 
nurse at Saint Bartimeus’s ; but he loved her with a love that knew 
no equal. Unhappily his passion was not reciprocated. She only 
tossed her head when they met, having aspirations, probably, to 
mate with a young doctor at least, and his heart became heavy. It 
worried him to think of her as the bride of another; it stung him 
to the very soul to think that she had cast him aside, and foolishly 
he turned to the bowl. 

A shattered wreck, raving and babbling of vermilion rats and 
Prussian n ichthyosauri, he was taken in a straight-jacket and 
an ambulenen to the very hospital at which she nursed, and, by 
some wondrous coincidence only found as a rule in three-volume 
novels, he was ee in the very ward over which she watched, And, 
oh, how tenderly she watched and nursed him! With a mother’s 
care she hushed his crooning, when, in his disordered mind, he fled 
before a herd of pink and yellow spotted elephants, and soothed 
him off to slumber with a strong dose of chloroform when he 
shrieked “ Takemaway ! takemaway !" 

In her dear womanly heart she pitied the poor bounder—pitied 
him sincerely and devotedly. Her pity at last grew into love (pity 
often does), and when he was sufficiently convalescent to sit up and 
converse, he talked to her of his intended reformation, and of his 
love and gratitude towards her. Day by day he strengthened—not 
that he was in any great hurry to leave, since it was his future wife 
who was nursing him; but at last the doctors signed his discharge- 
card, and he was free to leave the institution. 

So, packing up the few good books that had been sent him to 
read dating his fitness, he took an affectionate leave of Sister Rose 
Anne, and went out into the world again. 

The good kind sister had not long to wait before she heard of 
him. On the morning of the third day a four-line announcement 
in the Zelegraph gave out his marriage to the barmaid at the Plume 
of Feathers. 

It is noticed now that Sister Rog Anne is invariably “ rough” on 
Jaines-Marmalade’s patients. . 5 - 
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NOOKS IN THE HOUSES OF FAMOUS MEN. 


(Te be continued.) 
No, 1.—MILDEW Court, BATTERSEA. THE RESIDENCE OF 
A. SLOPER, Esy., F.O.M. 

It is early morning when I arrive at the vusty railings enclosing 
the none tuo airy area of Mr. A. SLOPER'S undesirable residence in 
the niffy neighbourhood known 
on the tuxpapers as Battersea, 

The House of Sloper sleeps, and 
all is quiet within doors save for 
the snoring of the Eminent One 
himself, whose slumbers can be 
heard rising and falling, approach- 
ingand retreating, like the sound 
of uw saw coming te a knot ina 
plank of mahogany, arriving in 
the midst of it. and passing out 
at the other side, to cut and come 
again, and repeat the perform. 
ance ad lib, 

The sleepiness of the household, 
80 far from baulking the object 
of my visit, favours it to a nicety, 
for it atfords me the opportunity 
of making a sketch of the first nook belonging to the historic pile 
of rubbish, without being disturbed by the younger members of 
the Sloper family, or exciting suspicions of overdue rent in the 
breasts of the elder, 

The nook in question is composed, severally, of the front door- 
step, of the lower portion of the front door, of the irregular 
avenue, sloping slightly upwards, of railings leading thereto, and 
of the hoot-scraper. The door-step, which is fashioned out of 
delicately -chipped and quaintly- 
cracked stone, of a surprisingly 
soft nature, makes » somewhat 
uncomfortable sitting-place for 
men in sober moments; but [ 

hered from the policeman on 
duty in the vicinity of the lower- 
entrance, where the “ Unsweet- 
ened ” comes from on cold even- 
ings, that the master of the house 
has found it a cosy corner quite 
to his taste during regrettable 
periods of highly-tiavoured gid- 
diness, when he has inadver- 
tently taken the boot-scraper 
fora stirrup, and in consequence 
assumed a reclining posture 
with distressful suddenness. 

So much for the first nook one 
comes across (not necessarily in 
the same manner as its proprie- 
tor) upon entering the House 
of Sloper. 

The snoring has by this time 
ceased ; the household is stir- 
ring; and | pull the bell. No- 
body answers it. I attribute this unresponsiveness to the sub- 

uently-discovered circumstance of there being no wire attached 
to the bell-pull, and so knock at the door. 

Holding the blue document of introduction from one of Mr. A. 
Sloper's friends at Court (the County), | am treated with over- 
whelming politeness by the smudgy retainer who comes to the 
door, and ushered by that young woman, who shufiles on before me 
in order to keep her cloth boots on, straightway into the back- 
yard, 

Here another interesting nook 
meets the eye. It is that in 
which the water - butt stands, 

ZF cove by an early Victorian 
Us7Z é sieve to keep the blacks out, 
ae and thrown into relief by a cor- 
ner formed of two crumbling 
walls meeting together in the 
companionsbip of a decayed 
drain-pipe, whose two branches, 
trained out on either side in an 
upward direction, give it the 
sures of a superior cata- 
pult for killing tigers instead of 
cats, Leaningagainst the trunk 
of this tigerapult-like drainpipe, 
is a rdless broom; and 
gracefully dangling from a nail 
by its side area piece of wet flannel and a hoop-stick. 

A third nook of importance is that into which you are thrown by 
a faulty stair when you enter the coal-cellar. This nook, which is 
occupied sometimes by a hundredweight of coals, and over which a 
faded gasmeter forms a handy protruberance for knocking your 
head against in the dark, besides aftording a capital scaffolding for 
feoy building spiders, is composed almost entirely ot jet-black 

ricks, ornamented by the silvery trails of adhering slugs. 

A fourth nook is that portion of the 
back-kitchen where the boot-brushes 
and the potato-parings enjoy the so- 
ciety of the mousetrapand the saucer of 
beetle-poison ; 0 site situated in the 
area in the front, is reserved for the 
accommodation of the dust-bin. 

We come now to the most romantic 7 
nook of all; the one where Alexandry 
keeps his wash-hand-stand and his silk- 
worms, The wall behind is decorated , 
with “Tootsie’s Friends” (all those ¢ 
wearing tights) and splashes of dirty * 
soap and water; 2 smal square of 
weather-beaten linoleum occupies the 
space on the floor immediately beneath 
the wash-hand-stand : and on the first 
landing of this articie of bedroom furniture there rests an old 
pouling- bens, of immense rarity and value, in which Alexandry 

eeps a small lizard and two very intelligent tadpoles. There is a 
basin let into an aperture on the top floor of the wash-hand-stand, 
and within this basin stands a left-off milk-jug containing sufficient 
water at the bottom to refresh the body of any small fly that might 
happen to fall heavily enough into it to cause a splutter. The 
towel, which hangs 
over the left wing of 
this (to Alexandry) 
unnecessary appara. 
tus, is curiously 
small, and looksas if 
it has been used for 
polishing grates 
with : and the green 
lid of an old glove- 
box, tilled with lan- 
guid silk - worms, 
stands on the space 
usually reserved for 
the soap-dish. 
Among various ot! er 
little knick - knack s 
with which — this 
charming = “what- 
not” is strewn, special notice should be drawn to a small but 
verfect specimen of fossilized soap, which, from long standing, has 

ome frozen to, or merged in, the detuched cigar-box lid upon 
which it rests. Such are the nooks in the house of fie Famous 
Man of Famous Men. THe Broker's May, 


Door-step and scraper, 


Coal-cellar, 


Boot-brushes, etc, 


Alce’s wash-hand-stiud, 
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promised to send me a prevent on my birth- 
Tt bas cote > amd what de vou think +t is? 
graph! Bab! € have dow with bu tor 
Nriract from Letter uf Vouns Lads 


(1) How Hawk ley fcels when he’s on the mash. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A STARTLING CONTRAST. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—GENERAL DUCHESNE. 


Phew! There positiveiy is no repore for a public mun like A. SLOPER, © No sooner 
does he return to Mikiew Court after bis seuside tour than be feels it his duty to run 
over to Madagascar, interview General Dachesne, in command of the French troupe 
there, and see how things iv general are yoing. Accordingly he had 1,418, Bow Street 
made ready for sea, aud in no time was sailing away, unfortunately short-hawbesl, 
having but Jubilee for bis crew; for at the last moment he-discovered a plot 
hatched by the remainder—uamely, his own son Alexaudry, A.B, he binshes to say. 
aud William Higgins, A.B.—to mutiny when on the high seas, seize the vessel, 
maroon the commander and moiety of the crew that remained steadfast to him, amd 
turn pirates, The plot was thus discoveral : Hearing stamping overhead A. SLOPE 
made his way to the garret and burst in upon the mutinous A.B.’s in the midst of a 
dress rehearsnl._—(1) There was young Higgins as a black-browed buecaneer,— - 
(2) And his heir as a no less ferocious pirate. “What is the meaning of this?” 
demanded the stern parent. The fervcions pirate gave but oue slance at the knobby 
handle of the umbrella his puppa was grasping, and at once owned ep, much to the 
eisgust of the black-browed buccaneer, Who called his co-conspirator most unigentle- 
mauly things, A fight eusucd, in which A. SLOPER, iu separating them, came off a 


(1) “Let me seek a watery death,” yelped McNab; “I've Iczt all faith 
in mesel 


~~ 


(2) “Bere goes! A'm dove with 
it all uow!"* 


= 


had third best. And so they were left behind.—i3) At daybreak one morning 
Jubilee, who was on the lonk-out, sany ont in the words of Little Lillee, * 1 sce 
Jerusalem and Madagascar!" Su A. SLOPER steered for the last-named place, aid 
in abont the turning of an hour-glass was standing on its scorching sands. “ Well, 
Duchesne, how goes it?” asked he of the General, who came out of his tent to mevt 
him. ‘The brave officer looked woru and auxions, and sighed. “Our greatest oppe- 
nent is malaria,” said he, gloomily, “ Knocks men over like ninepins.” * Boul to 
knock anyone over but an ‘Usa, See? Hora.” But the General smiled not, “Of 
course,” queried A. SLOPER, “ you take all precautions ?" “ AIL” “Hum! Now, how 
do you dress your men in this frizzling climate?” “ Perfectly! In the nnifurm of 
France!" and the General raised his d¢pi, then hastily put it on again to avoid 
sunstroke,—(4) A. SLOPER glanced at a simmering sentry, weighed down by 
about 8U lbs, of kit, and remarked; “Ah!” then, © Now, what are the first symptoms 
of malaria?” “It begins,” said the General, “with a burning thirst,”——-(5) 
“Heavens !" cried A. SLOPER, “Eve got one on me now!  Bew Strect, ahoy !* 
With a wistful eye General Duchesne watched the little vessel as he lessened in the 
distance, heading for oll Ens land's shores, 


McNAB DISTRACTED. 


(2) How be fecls when Le returns aome to his dear little wife. 


(3) Aud MeParritch «sid. “ Whit's com ower that yelpin’ heathen noo ? he kens fine that leapin’ ower the cliff wit 
bill Lim! My bounie bit guy, with a Freuch nail tonic, is what Ae requires. 


(Saturday, October 19, 1895, 


SNAP SHOTS, BY ALEXANORYS OWN Camrra 
The Lady Fuotballers, 


%.° Miss Sloper will be delighted '0 receive photographs (+ 
of her friends whose portraits have wt yet been inse ted 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


No, 413.--Mtss ELLEN Goss. 


The Dok Sw 
—lLord bt. 


“ Embodiment of all the earthly graces.” 
“ A queen among the beauteous is sbe.” 


“ Ne love of mine Las eer surpassed this ee Mon. bili 
— un. Bilis 


pus 


i 
raime 
nnd ¢ 
fe tage 
anon 


edt 


saturday, October 19, 1895.} 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Turr ° 
C rial 


SREY Do Max 


5° RILEY D a] 


lLoub: er-memory- 
No i ee ate fi 


(so). 


ihe Brish-Go $e Bl 


T,. 


Te *Husbarals Weleome - eee 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


How now, good friends, how now? Marry, it seems but yesterday that ye were all in summer — very sell be carried out :—A rather rough reception this, Alas, these tales of wedded bliss (?):—A 
raiment clad, and now the chill finger of Winter has touched us once more, and presto! furs, cloaks, — scandal this, which needs must he, Investigated thoroughly :— Well, yea, tt looks a funny sight, A 
and coats are in evidence again. Whew, how the east wind bites—there. | won't keep you any —Jree and easy meeting, quite :—The reading of the tecth, Lace, 1s knocking out phrenology :— Let's 
longer in the cold, but signal for the rise of the curtain without more ado, Upshe goes :—Nodowht Capeed Old Sol with parting cheer, A “warm” friend he hax been this year—There you are, my 
un cnteresting case, And, yes—it helped to fill the space :—A yood idea, which I've no doubt, Could hearties, f think that’s about fair value for your money ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 1.—BENIND THE SCENES AT THE “FRIV.” 


“T aay, Uncle Tom, isn't your face a bit like an advertisement 
for artist's culuurs—all pigments, warrauted uot to fade 7" 


ly 
‘1) It was as nice a young elephant as anyone woul! wish te . 
sce, in fact it was often taken for the real thing. 


’ 


| iva 
se ee 
(=) Except when the hind legs: got tickling the frout ones, and 
then there Was @ bally ruw. 


THE AGE OF LOVE. 
“Love is always young and beautiful."—D.7 
1s it though ?—A. SLOrEIt, 


Tootsie, My brother has made such a hit as an amateur that he serionsly thinks abont going on the 
professional stave. Papa keeps egging him on, 
Mr, Hyde Parkens. Well, L hope the public won't egg him of! Hat Hat! 


—-—-—- ae 


x 


: 


Nee ee —e————— 
sad ‘] om ono tiae " 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


THE Licensing Committee of the L.C.C. are to be heartily con- 
gratulated upon the popular and sensible course they have taken 
with regard to the 
Empire and 
Palace Theatres. 
The scandalously 
ridiculous de- 
cision arrived at 
by the late dis- 
credited Council 
has been com- 
pletely reversed, 
and the Puritani- 
cal party utterly 
routed, The 
Palace will enjoy 
what it never did 
before—a promen- 
ade and licence 
for drink in the 
auditorium, pri- 
vileges of which 
the Empire was 
last October 
deprived, but 
which have now 
been restored to 
them. Mra. Chant 
has wisely de. 
parted for other 
climes, but a Mr. 
Hugh Price 
Hughes, a disgust- 
ingly egotistical 
: individual, who 
has won a certain amount of unenviable notoriety by turning his 
pulpit into a vantage ground for the abuse of his political 
opponents, has announced his intention of appealing to the 
body of the Council. Were any argument needed, the mere 
fact that Mr. Price Hughes differs from the Committee's decision 
is ample proof that it is a just and reasonable one, 


CERTAIN alleged inaccuracies in the A. B. C. have been exciting 
the indignation of the Standard’s correspondents, This is the sort 
of thing : “* Dear sir,—I intended to take my wife and family to 
Ramsgate by the train stated to leave at 10.12. My kindly inten- 
tion waa frustrated, for the train started half a minute earlier.— 
Yours obediently, ANOTHER Vicris.” 


s 

AWFUL indeed were the shipwrecks and terrible loss of life 
resulting from the severe gales receat!y experienced on the coast, 
but do not the 
accounts of 
the numerous 
rescues and 
attempted res- 
cues thrill 
one’s nerves 
as no master- 
piece of fiction 
was yetable to 
do? Honour 
to the glorious 
memory of the 
two heroic 
men Souch 
(father and 
son), of Ilfra- 
combe, who 
put out at mid- 
night in their 
own boat, and 
in the teeth of 
the storm, to 
the rescue of 
the crew of 
the pilot Ara- 
bella, and 
were drowned 
with the four 
men on their 
way back. 
Honour to the 


A STRIKE in the bricklaying trade is the latest excitement in the 


labour world. The men are stated to be mortar-ly offended at the 
uncompromising attitude of the masters, 
ss 


s 

Now that the holidays are well over, and everybody is back again 
in town, business at the “halls” has gone up witha Pe » Astroll 
into the ivoli the other 

night revealed the fact 
that this popular hall is 
still kecping up its repu- 
aon or - place wee 
crowded, and everybody 
a ppeared mightily satis- 
fied with the show, which 
is justly described as 
“enormous.” Go and 
sample it for yourselves ! 


s 

HERE is another of the 
many unsolicited testi- 
monials we have received 
in reference to Larks! 
“Fond Father of Five” 
writes : “] send you here- 
with a photo of my 
babies, Masters Plan- 
tagenet, Adolphus, and 
Reginald, and the Misses 
Gwendolen and Cecilia 
Figgins. You will ob- 
serve that they are all 
beastly and unhealthily 
fat, which I attribute 
solely to their apprecin- 
tion of your wonderful 
ha'porth—(Signed) 
Augustus Figgins.” 


_ THE further proroga- 

tion of Parliament 
to December 23rd, will 
give the Member for Shoe Lane the much needed cunortenity of 
revising one or two of his pet measures—among which may be 
mentioned the * Abolition of Chuckers,” and the “ Extension of 
Closing Time Bills.” Just at present the Incensed Butcher's, 
Enraged Grocer's, and D——d If I'll Wait Any Longer Baker's 
Gills are engaging all his atteution. 


~~= 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Sim AUGUsTUS HARRIs is a very cute man, and the splendid 
scene in Cheer, Boys Cheer ! where the Worth-designed dresses 
are stated to indicate 
the fashions for the 
coming season, is prov- 
ing a big draw, Should 
this sort of thing be- 
come popular the ladies’ 
papers will have a 
serious opposition to 
contend — against, for 
how much better to see 
the actual costume than 
to gaze upon the stiff- 
backed impossible 
women in the fashion 
plates of The Lady aml 
other journals of like 
inane character, It's a 
guod idea, but it must 
not be carried too far, 
or we shall be having 
plays produced for the 
express purpose of ad- 
vertising the latest 
novelties at Peter 
Robinson's, or the un- 
jrecceontey bargains to 
no found at Swan and 
Edgar's, or Dickens and 
Jones's, *\° 


THE Mildewed Dead. 
head has this day been 
pleased to confet the 
‘Award of Merit” upon Mr. C. P. LEVILLY, becawac he's as smart 
asx they make ‘em, “At last, oh! mon parient,” murmured the 
Cerulean-Eyed, “at last ‘ave you awoke to this most deservin’ 
case. Mr. L. is one of the most popular actin’-managers in 
London, an’ wot 'e don't know about the business ain't worth 
learnin’, You take it from me, feyther——,” but the Agéd 
wasn't going to do anything of the sort, and for the next ten 
minutes Alexandry took it from the Ancient with the business- 
end of a slipper. * 


Proressork CARTER's remarks at the National Temperance 
Congress on the “Action of Alcohol,” have drawn forth some 
correspondence. If the professor would care for a few persoual 
FE pilin he can have ’em gratis by calling any evening at 
Mildew Court. The Ancient has a large and varied knowledge of 
the subject. *.° 

Its change of title seems to have brought luck to the ill-fated 
Trafalgar Theatre, which we shall kuow in future as the Duke of 
York's. Per- 
haps after oll, 
though, the 
alteration of 
name not 
so much to do 
with the im- 
proving for- 
tunes of the 
house, as the 
fact that there 
is somethin 
really wort 
seeing there. df 
For Mr. Walter . 


4, 
' 


Frith's power. INS 
ful play, ler [> 
A! 
one of which ~ 
all ply joing fi 
London al- U8 
ready talking. J 
A strong, well- 
constructed, 
brilliantly. 
written work 
this, a melo- 
drama if you 
will, but minus 
the tbe gota g 
sentiment and ponderous “ humorous relief” which distinguishes 
that class of work. It is a play to be seen, and seen again, 
ss 
s 
_ It is quite untrue that the Duke of Cambridge has altered the 
diate of his retirement from the first to the fifth of November. It 
would be awkward to cram too much celebration into one 
y- ee 
s 


, 
‘ 


Adtocaty, is ~. 
| 


{ik 
evs 


Dr. ForBEs WINSsLow has, of course, propounded a “startling 
theory, on the case of the lady who lost her memofy at 
Brighton. Was there ever a sensational case upon which the 
irrepressible doctor hadn't got a startling theory? He absolutely 
bristles with ‘em. 

oe 


TOO FEARFUL A PROSPECT, 


aq 


She. T believe you are the reporter from The Stage Interviewer. 
He, Yes; just want a few facts about—— 
She, Facts! My dear young man, there must Le no facts! 


(Saturday, October 19, 1995, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR FoR THE WERK Epix Octonen terug, 1995 
J . 


20th October, 1616.—By his will dated this day 
od La nag os hey a a ina Ppa be disinherite 
rope uen' im thereby, 
fond tebing of tobacco,” ; , Gd a ae 


2ist October, 1889.—Dr. Ricord, the grea Reet a8 
this day, in his cighty-ninth da after a painful act i 
the siege of Paris in 1870, Dr. Ricord, although then edie tri 
nge, ey \ 
Cross of Grand Officer of the Legion of Splonoe fe receive the 
The Doctor was always an arrant and inveterate punster, and v1), 
four days before his demise he perpetrated a characteristic cai. 
bour. “Cher maitre,” said a colleague to him, “vous nave,» 
mauvaise mine” (you do not look so bad). “I advise eae Jets 
take any shares in tha€ mirc, my boy !"’ was the reply. t to 


22nd October, 1717.—Dean Berkeley, writin ) 
under this date aboug the Island of Inarime, says," Theinhabinnt” 
of this delicious islé, as they are without riches and honour” 
they are without the vices and follies that attend them ; and mee 
ioe as much strangers to revenge as they are to avarice and 
ambition, they might, in fact, answer the poetical notions of 11 
golden age. they have gut, as an alloy to their happiness “a 
ill habit of murdering one another on slight offences.” a 


28rd October, 1641.—Was the day fixed for the outbreak 
of « general insurrection in Ireland ; but the previous night one a 
the conspirators got drunk iu a tavern, and revealed the whole 
rey ; In spite tA Rng however, from Ge inning to the end of 
the struggle, ing two years, some fifty-thousand aes 
murdered in cold blood. : 4 oe ten 


24th October, 1513.—This day “the benefit " 
taken from murderers and felons, meRt of clergy * ux 


25th October, 1800.—Thomas Babington, Lord M: 
was born this day. "It is not nerally known that there hace i. 
two distinct persons named who have each written y 
“History of England.” The first was Mrs, Catherine Macaulay. the 
wife of a London physician, who published between 1763 and 177), 
“The History of England from the Accession of James I to the 
Elevation of the House of Hanover.” 


26th October, 1888.—A emepteer of this date say:: 
“ Robert Percival Bodley Frost an nie Frost, otherwie 
known as “ . Gordon-Baillie,” and bearing many other alias, 
were found guilty, at the Central Criminal Court, of conspiring 
obtain goods by false pretences. Evidence having been given of} 
nrevious conviction of the-female prisoner at D: in Ist} 
nspector 1 gave an account of her subsequent career. Sh 
had passed under no fewer than forty different names, and con. 
plaints had been received of her fraudulent proceedings from 
different parts of Scotland, England, Belgium, America, and 
Australia. The Recorder sentenced the woman to five years’ peual 
servitude, and Frost to eighteen months’ imprisonment.” 


———— 


A SMASHER. 


RREAK ! break! break ! 
And the breaking never ceases ! 
And, if only my crockery firm would make 
A tea-set of forty pieces, 
And the “ Record ” tea-service call the same, 
° Then (unless I indeed mistake her) 
My housemaid soon would be known to fame 
As the champion “ record "-breaker ! 


——_>———— 


A PRACTICAL JOKER. 


Is a general way practical jokes are silly and indefensible. But 
one that was played only the other day by a merry old retired 
military officer upon a travelling tallyman seems an exception to 
the rule. It was down ina pretty little Kentish village, and the 
tallyman had already caused some notoriety in the adjacent 
hamlets by persuading the cottagers’ wives to indulge in some 
extravagances in silks and ribbons for which their hardworking 
husbands could ill afford to pay. : 

It was in the hottest part of the afternoon, and old Major 
Milvader had strolled mar to the village inn, the Rose and Crovn, 
to get a cheque cashed. The landlord was out in the back-garden 
di ging potatoes, but the buxom landlady said she had enoush 
gold upstairs and would go and get it. As the Major stood alove 
in the bar waiting for the quids, the tallyman wandered in. The 
Make recopniond the packman the instant he entered, but the 
packman didn't know the Major. The latter jumped back, 
apenas | his eyes to their widest extent as the tallyman entered, 
and cried : 

“Jumping Jupiter! why so it is! Senor Albonioski, the Huma 
Spider! Egad! ['ll try him!” : 

With these words he seized from the wall an old but formidable 
nis. with which the publican’s ancestors had fought and bled 2 
Naseby. The Major sprang at the door, locked it, and then turne! 
on the now trembling tallyman. ; 

“You will climb all round this ceiling and in and out tho» 
bottles on the shelf,” he said, “or I will prepare your wretched 
body for a funeral free of charge!" 

i e tallyman’s teeth chattered, and his knees knocked together 

as he gasped: ; 

CG Oh, let me out, sir, let me out! 1’m no Human Spider, I assure 
rou ! ” : 

“Oh, but I know you are!” roared the Major, “now, go 0 - 
peat s ! oe up!” and he began to prick him with the sharp 
end of the pike. 

The okey py tallyman ed around him and espied the ay 
that led to the garden. With an affrighted shriek, he dashed ie 
the Major with his pike, and ran, yelling across the potato-beds. 
The ol a. hearing him coming, sprang behind a rain-waik 
butt, and prepared to receive him on the prongs of his potato-for. 
though when the packman fell on his knees and implored to 
protected from a lunatic who was pursuing him, the old bung one 
cluded that the fellow was out of his mind, and, adroitly cate" 
up the hose pump, drenched him with a sudden shower to Or i 
heated brain. At this the miserable travelling draper redou an 
his prayers, and begged the landlord to come back to the bar pie 
him and secure the maniac, which the landlord eventually, o 
sented to do, but found nobody there (the Major having decic Orne 
watch the fun from the seiteeah of a neighbouring hedge). Fo 
the bar oy seemed to settle the matter, in the publican sm = 
that the tallyman sas a lunatic, and, the village constable comin: 
by at the time, the fellow was carted off. 

Ten minutes later the Major came in. ‘fe toll him 

“Egad !” he ejaculated, when the publican and his wife tow’ tit 
all about it, “ Z saw him, too, but I fled for my life. I've fuc allot 
Russians, but I can’t take on raving lunatics, and when the Vee ‘ 
threatened to annihilate me if 1 didn’t climb the ceiling 
spider, { thought it was high time to clear out.” 

That tallyman has never been there since. 


& genia 
dof the 
hould 


. Thiers, 


DIDN'T THINK THEY GREW. 


THEY were a poor, ragged, unhealthy-looking lot of youns’t 
from the ion ioe sles whom the kindly curate was ou eas 
day in the country.” “Those,” remarked the reverend gent aa 
in answer to a question from a seven-year-old urchin. n nes 
taking an absorbing interest in all around him, “2h anti: 
mangels.” This was too much for the little street Arab. Fink | 
sir.” he cried, reproachfully, “ yer can't kid me like that. a 
ain't seen a mangle afore—w'y, my muvver takes in washin. 


a V\ldial . 


saturday, October 19, 1895.) 
A GENTLE REMINDER. 


shop-ealker, Deat me, Mr. Kissem! don't you feel well, sir? Has your heart 
me on ba Og6re je’ liver complaint ! Me best gal's just come in and bought 
pair of babies’ socks. 
THEY FOUND THEIR LEVEL. 

“My dear sir,” said the kindly editor, “1 don't want to hurt 
our feelings, but since you insist ona candid opinion, 1 can only 
y that your. verses are hopelessly idiotic.” An exultant smile 
pread over the young man’s face. “Thank you very much, sir, 
e answered, greta: “now I know what to do with ‘em. 
hey'll make a splendid music-hall song.” 


THROWN AWAY. 
HE was quite the very mildest looking old gentleman from all 
ppearances you could have come across in a whole day's search 
‘or urbane specimens of humanity ; but when Charlie Bounderby 
nd young ‘Arry ’Arris came down heavily upon his most cherished 
unions a8 they stumbled pell mell into the compartment, he really 
oulda’t help giving vent toa somewhat sharp request that they 
would be a little more careful.” 
But the two spry young pen-pushers were by no means content 
o take the undoubtedly deserved rebuke in good part. ‘ 
+ Gomme ple’s plates o' meat are so bloomin’ big they didn't 
ughter blame anybody for fallin’ over ‘em,” remarked Charlie, 
sith withering sarcasm. 
«You're right, old chap,” assented his companion, “ what s'prises 
«is ‘ow they ever git a pair of trotter-cases to fit ‘em.” 
“Ave ‘em built by contract, of course,” chimed in Charlie ; 
‘must bea dashed ex- 
(CIE 


vensive affair, though.” 


At the conclusion of 


sev if he had “bitten,” 
but to their astonish- 
ment they found he had — 
retired behind his news- 
paper, and was reading 
away as though perfectly 
oblivious of the witti- 
cisms directed at his 
head. 

This indifference 
naturally put the lively 
air on their mettle. 

“Great pity some 
coves don't ride ‘ first’ 
if they're so mighty par- 
ticular,” remarked 
Charlie, “they oughter 
= carriage to ° emsel ves,” i Fag moa a 
“Yes, or ‘ang their trotters out of winder,” in ’Arry ; an 
they both guftawed loudly. a 
~ Wonder how long it takes to clean ‘em? asked Charlie, nfter a 
vuse, “shouldn't like to have the job under an hour or two.” 
“No; good biz for Day and Martin if there were many of his sort 
about,” agreed ‘Arry. : 

But even these pointed allusions didn't evoke any exhibition 
of anger from the old gentleman, who still devoted himself 
to his paper with a most sublime indifference to the conversa- 
tion of his fellow travellers, who, piqued on one hand at being 
thus ignored, and emboldened on the other by finding their insults 
unresented, proceeded forthwith to launch into an exchange of 
sentiment, which rapidly developed into the most wholesale abuse 
of their apparentiy unconscious companion. For with a most 
madly lgtreveting calinness he still perused his Standard, nor 
exhibi the faintest token of anger at the repeated insults 
directed at him. 
At length, just as the two were wondering whether the old fellow 
was too weak to resent personal violence, he rose, and drawing a 
note-book and pencil from his pocket, said politely, “I'm extremely 
sorry to trouble you, gentlemen, but can you tell me if I am right 
tor Earl's Court? I's sorry 1 must ask you to write down your 
tieherg but I have the misfortune to be stune deaf—eh, what the 
dickens? 

For as the explanation of their wasted humour dawned upon 
them, the train steamed into Addison Road, and the disgusted 
young wits made a simultaneous dash for the door and changed 
into another carriage. 


VALET AND,CO., LIMITED. 
(The latest thing in syndicates is the running of a valet to be let out to 
his shareholders at certain hours of the day.) 
In these days of large Co.'s, 
For the snaring of vof- 
tish, 
There are some to run 
shows, 
Otherwise “ warptish and 
wooftish.” 
Also some to run lines, 
A la railroad or tram. 


way. 
And some to boom mines 
(Oft,alas! ina sham way!) 
But the latest to hand 
In the * Limited” rally. 
1s something-quite grand— 
Yea, a “Syndicate Valet.” 
So if you can't run 
To one Valet apiece, boys, 
Take shares in the one 
Who, (as ‘twere) is on 
lease, boys, 
: And this Valet, so boomed, 
Will attend, per appointment, 
And keep you well-groomed— 
(Which for Care is an ointment)— 
A share of his art 
You may thus rent eq-srally, 
So a notion most smart 
Is the “Syndicate Valet.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


Se 


RAND CLUB, JOHANNESBURG, September 16th, 1895. 

DEAR S1R,—The way I discovered myself in South Africa is as 
remarkable as the way Stanley discovered Livingstone. Driving 
across the Veldt from Krugersdorp in a Cape cart we called on an 
Englishman named White, who lives in a galvanized villa at 
Lieupards Vlei, away out on the prairie. We were having a cup of 
tea and watching the sun set like a ball of fire, when his son Jack 
brought in a page of “ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY,” which 
had been wrapped round a can of tinned bloater sent from Johan- 
nesburg, and said, “Here's Mr. Ganthony in ‘Stoper.’” He 
recognised the likeness, which everyone thought excellent; and I 
cut out the “ F.O.8, Portrait Gallery” and shall frame it among my 
curiosities, This was the first time 1 saw the portrait, or was aware 
of it having becn published, and the incident, which happened as I 
relate it, seemed so extraordinary that I tell you of it. 

ours faithfully, 
Ropert GANTHONY. 

P.S.—On my return I shall give an illustrated lecture in London 
on my trip, based on my contributions to Svuth Africa, English 
Mllustrated Weekly, etc. 1 shall throw the sketch in “SLOPER” 
on the screen and tell the story I have written. You can, mean- 
while, use my letter as you please—it shows how journals get to the 
ends of the world. 

_—@—__ 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued. ) 
OUR VISITOR ARRIVES. 

I REJOICE to be able to chronicle, dear diary, the safe arrival of 
the young lady, of whose coming visit my aunt informed me upon 
the memorable occasion of our reconciliation. My aunt deputed 
me to meet her at the station and bring her safely to our abode. 
“But pray remember, Septimus.” said my relative, gravely, “ pray 
remember to be upon your best behaviour. It is quite poasible—I 
grieve to have to refer to so painful a subject—it is pa possible 
that some chance expression uired from your loose companions 
during your recent lamentable lapse, may unwittingly escape you, 
and just think of the effect upon a Eb ecpioness Feet) uietly- 
brought-up country girl of, doubtless, highly religious tendencies. 
It would horrify her, Septimus, and I am most anxious that she 
should form a good opinion of you. She willcome into a consider- 
able fortune, Septimus, and would make a most desirable wife in 
every respect. I hope you understand me?” 

I said that it was very kind of her to take such interest in my 
future welfare, but that I had no wish to quit the roof under which 
I had spent so many happy and peaceful hours. 

My aunt smiled, well-pieased, and murmured something about 
not being always with me, and I went off to the station fully 
satisfied that I had re-established myself in her favour. and that 
Jim-Jam Islanders stood absolutely no prospect of acquiring moral 
elevation at my expense. 

1 waited patiently for the train. and upon its arrival searched 
most diligently among the numerous passengers tor a young lady 
answering to the mental picture I had formed of our intended 
guest. Lut I could see no one corresponding at all to my aunt's 
description of a quiet, carefully-reared, country-bred young lady 
of religious tendencies, and J] was about to abandon my task, 
convinced that she had not come by the train, when a voice at my 
elbow said : 

“1 beg your pardon, young gentleman, but do you happen to 
have lost rg ieee 

| turned instantly, as you may imagine, dear diary, and saw 
before me a tall, graceful, and most stylish young lady, of extreme 
beauty, and with golden hair very much the colour of that which 
is ap»rently so fashionable at music-halls, only, perhaps, not quite 
so light. She held out her hand to me with » most winning smile, 
but remembering =y unfortunate experience at the Alhambra, 
where a golden-hai young lady had mistaken me for a friend of 
hers called Charlie, I was about to remark that I had not the 
honour of her acquaintance when she still further embarrassed me. 

“Now, hurry up do, there’s a dear boy,” she said ; “don't let's 
stop hanging about here in the cold. Call a cab and we'll be oif.” 

1 candidly confess, dear diary, that 1 was Lip dee at the 
request. The blood muunted to my temples, and I stared at her 
hopelessly unable to utter a word. 

“ Dear, dear,” said the young lady at last, “what 2 singularly 
dense young man you must be. I see I shall have to introduce 
invself after all. You, now, are Mr. Septimus Tileloose——" 

“And you?" I gasped in amazement. 

“IT am your Eston geese, Miss Blanche Fairleigh.” 

You may guess, denr diary, what were my feelinys of astonish- 
ment at this astounding intelligence, but 1 did my best to conceal 
them, and we were soon driving rapidly in the direction of home. 

“Mightl presume to inquire,” I said, presently, “how you came 
to know me?” 

She laughed, showing a bewitching set of gleaming white teeth 
as she did so. “Well. to tell you the truth,” she said, “ your aunt 
was kind enough to send me your photo, and when I saw you 
looking as though you'd lost your nurse—” 

“I beg your pardon,” I said, sharply. 

“ Lost your, er—purse,” said Miss Fairleigh, “I concluded you 
were looking for me; but excuse my saying 80, | appeared to quite 
frighten you.” 

stanimered somesning in reply, not liking to admit an un- 
pleasant experience of stylish, golden-haired young ladies, and soun 
afterwards we reached the house. 

“Welcome, my dear child,” said my aunt, clasping our visitor 
in a warm embrace, “ welcome to our humble rvof.” 

Miss Fairleigh did not respond with equal warmth. She returned 
the kiss, however, and then placing her head over my aunt's 
shoulder, as | have heard they do upon the stage—oh, how shall | 
say it, dear diary—bestowed a wink. @ deliberate wink, upon my 


horrified self, ; 
(Zo be continued next weck.) 


SUMMER IN WINTER. 
1 HEAR their sneer at the cold severe 
Which in vigorous terms is vented ; 
For the want of cheer in the falling year 
Has made them discontented. 
1 hear them rave, o'er the summer's grave, 
With a curse at her bleak successor ; 
But Dame Winter from me has a smile of glee, 
And with joyous all-hails I bless her! 


1 see them donned, when they pass beyond 
Their portals, iu warmest clothing ; 
On leatiess trees and on tlowerless leas 
Their glances are cast with loathing. 
1 seo them quake with an ague-shake, 
And their cheeks, growing blue, grow glummer ; 
But no chillness I know, though the wild winds blow, 
For the winter to me is summer ! 


All through the days of the hot sun's blaze, 
On a sickness bed I have tarried, 

Expecting my frame, ere the cold suns came. 
To be into the graveyard carried. 

But I draw new breath with the summer's death, 
And the birth of the bleak new-comer ; 

And the warm fresh life in my veins runs rife, 
Making winter to me seem summer! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A YounG Shaver: The boy who buys his first razor at the age 
of sixteen. 

THE way of transgressors is hard. True; anything from four- 
teen days’ to three years’ hard, 


THE BRIGANDS. 


——— 


CHAPTER V. 


G1UsEPPE BoLeERo and his band of brizands returned to their 
mountain fastness in a mirthful mood. The foray in which they 


en had n 
a successful one. They had 
collected a fair sum of 
money from the inmates of 
a stage-coach which they 
had stopped, and one man, 
off whom they had got 
nena they had brought 
with them to their den for 
further manipulation. The 
man whom they had cap- 
tured was an Englishman. 

Bolero scowled fiercely 
when his eyes fell on Car- 
olus Luigi Correggio, who 
stood by the fire in the 
cave which formed the 
home of the brigands. 

“Ha! whom have we 
here?" he roared, affecting 
not to recognise the youth. 

“One who says he wishes 
to join the band,” said one 
of the men, who had not 
joined the recent foray. 

“ As captain, or what?” 
said Bolero, with a scornful 
laugh. 

“I want to be useful,” 
said Correggio. 

“Ho! he wants to he 
useful !" roared the captain 
once more. 

“ Can youcook an omelet 
and cut a throat? These 
are accomplishments very useful in our business you must know.” 

The brigands laughed boisterously. One laughed too long, 
and even ventured to slap Contents on the back. Correggio 
eieeciiee his fist, and, striking out, levelled the ruftian to the 
ground. 

“ {can do that,” he said, grimly. 

“ Aud very neatly done it was, too,” anid a grim-looking member 
of the band. “No, no; enough of it just now,” he continued, as 
the fallen man drew his knife, and prepared to rush on Correggiv. 
“You've it fair, and will have to be content with it.” 

“ That is so,” said Bolero. “Put up your knife. This man will 
be one of us. But he must begin at the beginning.” he added, as 
he remembered that Constantia favoured the youth. “We can't 
make you captain of the band all at once ; we will make you the 
at : it on this prisoner; he will be glad of your gentle 
nursing. 

The prisoner was a brawny Briton, and looked wonderfully easy 
in his mind, considering his circumstances. He calmly smoked # 
well-worn pipe, and the only emotion he had dispiayed wasa slight 


The man was an Englishman, 


“T can do that,” he said, grimly. 


interest when ccrensio deftly knocked down one of his captors. 

“ Pretty good hit that, for a foreigner,” he muttered in English ; 
“but none of them seem to be able to hit straight from the 
shoulder.” 

“ And now, sir,” said Bolero, “ how long will it take you to com- 
municate with your friends?” 

The Englishman understood Italian perfectly. He shrugged his 
shoulders indifferently, and at length replied : 

“A month.” 

“A month! a month! Why, we will be eaten out of house ere a 
month has passed.” 

* Well, 1 did not invite myself,” said the Englishman. 

“Amonth! Let me see. At twenty crowns a day, that will be 
six hundred crowns, Add that to your ransom of five thousand 
crowns; that will be five thousand six hundred crowns.” 

“Spoken like a bank accountant,” said the Englishman. 

“Tt seems too little,” snid Bolero, reflectively. 

“Oh, don't stint yourself by any means,” said the Englishman. 
“My friends will 
be just as willing 
to pay ten thou- 
sand as fivethou- 
sand.” 

“No; we will 
be honest.” 

“Itis the best 
ae said the 

Englishman. 

“We will de- 
mand only five 
thousand six 
hundred crowns. 
You will write at 
once to your 
friends in Eng- 
land to send five 
thousand six 
hundred crowns, - 
to be payable to 
your order at the 

nk at the 
village.” 

“1 will write 
as you instruct.” 

“And you will 
further mention 
that it must be 
here not later 

than thirty days 
from this date. 
“Make it 
thirty-one. Give 
me at least the 
longest month you can afford. You surcly can’t refuse me that.” 
“ Well. then, thirty-one.” 
“ And if it is not here then?” : p 
“You will begin a course of starvation that will close with your 


death,” 
(To be continucd next week.) 


“We demand five thousand six hundred crowns.” 
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THE “F.0.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. -JUST AS WELL TO TRY IT, THOUGH. 


(1) Jones had got a biz liver attack on tnd felt nasty. (2) So Jones went to the establishment and saw 
“Get one of Slackgizzard’s Horsebumping Machines and = the manager, who asked if he would like a full-power “oe ean home, and Jones surveyei .: 
tide it,” said Ghoudle, * they're the best liver lifters out.” machine, © Very full,” said Jones, 


No, 39—Man. Hexet Vosren, F.0.8. 
“°Mr. Meuri Vosper! and whe the deuce may he be?* 
he unenlightened reawler, to whieh 
sin best by paraphrasing the Lingua, 
Houred Coon’ -don't you know him? w 
. fur he's Heuri Vosper, the clever aml in aly 
ar shalowgraphist: Like most men whe have risen 


t atness, our hero vave early indication of his talents, aud at 


of three could snatow an entire Noah's Ark upon the 
wall; and at seven is reported to lave performed before most of 
the crowned heads of Europe. Chietly because there's not a 
shiwlow of doubt about his attainments, he was create! F.0.5., 


and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented tu him April 3uuh, 


() Next morning he gut on for a gallop, and put (5) However, it would have been all rizht, only a pic- 51 Oe, 5 ayes es 
the button on full steam, The crockery fell over, and ture fell down and stuck throngh the machinery, and the Ay oe on has tried the Vatent Ho: 
the neighbours thought an earthquake was on, next moment Jones found his head battering the ceiling. mpe pretets vate 
ENOUGH TO KILL HIM! TRICKY, ISN'T ITP 
am c cay 


TOO BAD OF HER. 

“T say, old man, I vever see you in your golfing costume 
now. How is it?” “Well, you sec, my wife always cullirg it 
tw go bicycling iu!" i 


Mabel, Were you at the fire at the Hall last night, Captain Fopley ? 


The Captain. Yas; dweadtul occurrence. I wushed out without even awanging my tie, Ouly think “Auntie’s Rational Costume has just come home.’ 
C if anybody's taken a photograph of the cwowd. I shall never survive the widieule.” " : “ How does it look *” 
INCORRIGIELE. A 
Bella, Uncle Sinnick, I don't believe you give us women GIRLS SNOOKS HAD ROWS WITH. “LET'S (S)WEEP NO MORE.” HARD LINES. 


crelit for anything but vanity, What do you say about the 
Spartan women, who used to urge their husbands forth to 
battle ? 

Uncle Sinnick. Well, 1 should say they knew they looked 
uncommonly well in black! 


PROFIT AND LOSS. 


Clerk, Will you please excase my attendance ut the office His Grace got into no end of a shindy 
to-lay, sir, us Pye lost my uncle ? with this charmer. He'd promised te take 

Bloated Emplouer, Weil, really, Lnever saw sneli a fellow as Tier tase te Artist's Model, aml she turned 
rou, Mr. Chickenrib ; a little time aze you lost your mother, Up in fullevening dress, But poor sneaky s “T don’t mean to demean myself as a general “Look here, Miss Ambrose, I reckon tnat three yards of mater 
siortly after your father, and now—weil, if this goes on yuw ll finances only ran to “two pits,” and well Wility slavey no lonver—not while there is still ought to sell as four, or at least three and a half; if you curt 
lose your place next ! you can iuagine the situation, cant you ? rovin for another uve Julitton the stage, so there!" it do so—leave!” y 
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